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One 


It was so late, so late. That was back in the days when those clubs stayed open forever, until the pink gold 
light of dawn showed in the sky. Once that happened, though, you were screwed. You were screwed if you were 
still awake as the hangover would start, the happy buzz drunkenness curdling inside of you as you stared at 


that slowly lightening sky. 


That didn't seem to happen all the time, though. | remember those nights lasting forever, the jukebox music 
taking over after the band had left, and the smoke would fill those clubs, those bars, it would fill them with 
gauzy waves of different shades of gray, and it moved. The smoke would go up to the ceiling and curl there, 
come back down, mixing with the newer smoke, swirling when people walked through it. That was something the 
newer generations were starting to miss, now that smoking was mostly illegal inside any building. No one these 
days would see those undulating waves of gray, the particles of it obscuring things just a bit, just enough to 
make it look like an old photograph, or a T.V. station that wasn't quite coming in, or something you were 


remembering. 


| could still see him in my mind's eye, how skinny he was with those jutting hip bones, that long red hair, those 
cheekbones. I'd never seen anyone like him, never seen a guy so beautiful. | almost couldn't breathe around him, 


so | hid behind my hair, that great shock of black curls, and | hid behind my bottles of Jack Daniels until all of 


my awe of him was worn away, dulled by the alcohol, but | didn't drink all the time. Sometimes, in those early 
club days when no one knew or cared who we were, when Axl screamed the lyrics To our songs to mostly 


empty rooms, sometimes | stayed sober just to feel my heartbeat quicken up when he leaned close to me. 


There was one such night in one of those smoky clubs. | was drinking coke with lime, and | watched Axl drink 
whiskey straight and | could feel the burn as it slid down his throat. He went off to the bathroom with all the 
graffiti written in sliver spray paint on the walls and he did lines of coke through rolled up dollar bills that he 
was pretending were hundreds. He'd come back to our table, his nose twitching like a little rabbit. 


| wanted these things, too, the straight whiskey that could burn down my throat and explode in my stomach, 
the lines of coke that would burn my sensitive nasal passages, although what | preferred was the gentle high 
of heroin to coke. | liked to just float away. But that night | wasn't doing it, any of it. In those days | had times 
when | just wanted to experience a night or two without substances. What | found was that everyone else 
started to speed up as the alcohol and the coke kicked in, they were like a record on the fast speed, and the 
volume went up, and the laughter got loud and more manic. I'd start to feel that everyone was in a place 


above me, on a wavelength | couldn't follow, not until | took the magic elixirs. But it was kind of cool to go at a 


different speed for a night or two. 

"It's fucking hot in here," Axl said, downing the whiskey like it could quench his thirst and cool him off, and he 
shrugged out of his leather jacket but it didn't seem to help, and he grabbed his pack of cigarettes and headed 
outside. | couldn't help but follow. 

Outside he leaned against the brick of the building, his head tilted back for a moment, his eyes closed. | saw 
the unreal gold color of his eyelashes resting against his pale skin. | bit my lip, feeling sober, feeling shy and 
hidden behind my unruly hair. | brushed it back from my eyes, wanting him to see me for a second. 

He plucked a cigarette from his pack and offered me one, which | took. I'd left mine inside. | watched him light 
it, inhaling the smoke in one deep draw. He'd been smoking since his early teen years like me, and the ghost of 
the thought about lung cancer or throat cancer crossed my mind. Those were the kind of thoughts | had when 
| was sober. But | was still young then, those things couldn't touch me. 

| smoked, feeling the pleasant buzz of the nicotine, hit after hit, and | watched Axl, the slight scowl on his face. 
"Feeling better?" | said. 

"Yeah, | guess," he said, pitching the cigarette, and the red tip of it rolled out into the street. 

"Wanna get out of here?" | said, my eyes straying to the sharp line of his jaw. 


"Sure," 


| had a car then, a ten-year old rusted out Ford with missing floor mats and ashtrays that wouldn't stay 


closed, and for once | was sober enough to drive it. | slid into the driver's seat and Axl got in the passenger 


seat, and | turned the car on and put the radio on. From the corner of my eye | could see the contrast of 
Axls jeans with the black fake leather of the seat. | felt my breath catch in my throat, | was so close to him, 
| was always so close to him and it drove me crazy, | knew | couldn't have him, he was homophobic. | knew he 


Was. 
| glanced at him, his eyes were half shut despite the coke, his breathing deep and slow, and he shifted slightly 


in his seat and | could hear the noise it made, the scrape of his jeans against the leather-like material of the 


seat, and his hair looked darker in the low lights of the dashboard. 

"Axl," | said, trying to sound normal, but inside | felt desperate, full of this longing that could never be satisfied. 
"Yeah?" he said, his voice deep, scratchy from the whiskey and cigarettes. 

"Nothing, forget it," | said, and | pulled the car away from the curb and drove us home. 

| watched him stumble up to the steps of the apartment building, and | saw the glazed look in his eyes. | 
wondered how drunk he was. | couldn't tell. | could never tell. Was he drunk enough to go where | wanted to 
take him? 

Inside, the over bright overhead kitchen light making everything stark and shadow-less, | reached for the half 
full bottle of Jack on the counter. | couldn't take this unblinking sobriety for another second. | welcomed the 
burn as the whiskey slid down my throat. 

Axl sat in one of the kitchen chairs, and | heard the scrape of the metal legs against the linoleum. | blinked at 
him, fooling myself that | could feel the effects from one long swallow of Jack Daniels. His legs were spread, 
his boot heels digging into the soft linoleum, and | licked my lips while | looked at him. 

Things felt slow, my head felt spacey. What was the worst that could happen? He'd say no, he'd hit me. | didn't 
care about those things, the whole entire time | had known him I'd wanted to kiss him, just once. Just once | 
wanted to taste his lips, feel the roughness of his tongue against mine. 

Maybe | had stared at him too long. He glanced sideways at me, glaring at me from under a sheath of his hair. 
"What?" he said, his voice sharp despite all the alcohol. Maybe it was because of the coke. 

"Nothing," | said, startled, and reached for the bottle again. 

"lm going to bed," he said, yawning, stretching while he sat in the chair. He stood up, made a half-hearted 


effort to push the chair in but it just wobbled in its place. He headed for the bedroom, and after a moment 


more of staring after him, | followed. 


chapter two 


| stood in the doorway, holding onto the edge, the cheap wood of the doorframe splintering under my hand. 
What had happened? How did this happen? | used to like girls, | liked my guitar, | liked drinking and drugs, that 


was my life, my simple life, and now Axl has come into the middle of it and complicated everything. 


| watched him, and he looked so stark in the light of the single lamp, his hair was this deep red, his skin pale 
white. He was so pale he nearly glowed in the lamplight, and | watched him take his shirt off, and it fell to the 
floor in a little wrinkled pile of cotton, and | watched him smoke, the cigarette just touching his lips, and the 


smoke curled away from it. 


Could | go in that room and effortlessly go up to him, take a drag from his cigarette and then set it in the 
ashtray? Could | lean in toward him and tell him how much | wanted something, some indescribable thing that 
always seemed to crowd my head when he was near me? Could | tell him that the color of his hair did 
something to me, my eyes were drawn to it, and that the deep tone of his voice pulled on something deep 
inside of me, and that | didn't care if he was straight, | was straight, too, | just wanted him? | wanted him 


without reason. 


| didn't think | could. | couldn't do any of those things. | held the edge of the doorframe and | chewed on my 
lower lip and | just gazed at him, at the deep glints of red in his long hair, at the faint roadmap of veins 
beneath his skin. | watched him sit on the edge of the bed, the lamplight illuminating all the sharp angles of his 
face, his high cheekbones, the bridge of his nose, the edge of his chin His eyes were this odd blue/green, like 


water. The Pacific Ocean on a cloudy day. 


"Slash," he said, glancing over and seeing me in the doorway. | jumped, lost in my thoughts of him, lost in my 


observations of him. 
"Yeah?" | said, taking a tentative step into the room. 


"I am so fucking drunk," he said, taking one last drag off the cigarette, and then he crushed it in the ashtray. 
He laid back on the bed, and | just blinked at him, wanting to take advantage, wondering if | could 


| went over to the bed and sat next to him, and his weight shifted as my weight displaced him, and | heard the 
springs squeak beneath me. | looked over at him. His eyes were closed, his breathing slightly ragged. | touched 
his hair, my hand trembling ever so slightly. It was cool and smooth. He twitched and opened his eyes, looking 
at me. | looked back, feeling like | was daring him to say something, to yell at me. | could even hear it, too, 
"what are you doing, Slash?" And there would be this emphasis on my name. But he didn't, he just kept looking 


at me, and | could see by his eyes that he was really drunk. He was barely focusing on me. 
"Hey, Axl?" | said, shifting my weight, turning toward him. 


"Hmmmm?" he said, his unfocused eyes wandering from my face to the far wall 


"Nothing," | had nothing to say, | was overwhelmed. | was still Touching his hair, and he didn't seem to mind. 
Maybe | should just try something, just kiss him and see where | stood. It would be better than this endless 
need, this frustrated desire. | could lie and say | was drunk, too, | didn't know what | was doing. 


So | leaned toward him, leaned over him, and | inhaled the scent of his cheap cologne and the cigarette smoke 
that clung to his hair, and the scent of some stripper's shampoo he borrowed, and something under all those 
things that was just him. | leaned in and kissed him, and he gasped slightly and pulled away, as much as he 


could underneath me, and | pressed my lips more firmly on his, and he pushed at my shoulders. 


"C'mon, Axl, | want this," | said, pretending that | was too drunk to know. The best way to sell the lie was to 


live it. 


"Why?" he said, trying to focus on me, and he was trying to push himself into the mattress, and every one of 
his muscles had stiffened up. 


"| don't know, | just, | just do," | said, leaning in again, tasting his lips, and | felt him relax just slightly, moving 
his hips under me, and he opened his mouth, letting my Tongue flick at his. Finally, finally, what | wanted. | 
closed my eyes and explored every inch of his mouth with my tongue, and my happiness felt like some 


iridescent bubble, ready to burst. 


| trailed my hands down his body, from his shoulders to his chest to his stomach, and | could feel him shaking 
just a little, and he pulled away, turning his head, denying me access. IT was okay. | straddled him, found his lips 
again with mine, and | felt him relax again and sigh. | didn't want to hear the defeat in that sigh, the giving in, 
and | didn't want to think he didn't want this, too. 


